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gretted nothing. Red-headed cat! * Born snob !' ' Money ?
Not very much.' Ha ! ' A nobody like her! ' Grand-
daughter of a marquess, was she ? Well, he had shown the
insolent baggage the door. All that was sturdy in his fibre,
all that was acrid in his blood, all that resented patronage
and privilege, the inherited spirit of his forefathers, moved
within him. Who were the aristocracy, to give themselves
airs ? Jackanapes ! Half of 'em descendants of those who
had got what they had by robbery or jobbery ! That one
should call his daughter, his daughter, a snob ! He
wouldn't lift a finger, wouldn't cross a road, to meet the
Duke of Seven Dials himself ! If Fleur liked to amuse
herself by having people round her, why shouldn't she ?
His blood ran suddenly a little cold. Would she say that
he had spoiled her ' salon ? ' Well! He couldn't help it
if she did; better to have had the thing out, and got rid
of that cat, and know where they all were. £ I shan't wr,/t
up for her,' he thought. * Storm in a teacup !'
The thin strumming of the clavichord came up to him
out on the landing, waiting to climb to his room. He
wondered if these evenings woke the baby. A gruff sound
at his feet made him jump. That dog lying outside the
baby's door ! He wished the little beggar had been down-
stairs just now—he would have known how to put his
teeth through that red-haired cat's nude stockings. He
passed on up, looking at Francis Wilmot's door, which
was opposite his own.
That young American chap must have overheard some-
thing too; but he shouldn't allude to the matter with
him ; not dignified. And, shutting his door on the strum-
ming of the clavichord, Soames closed his eyes again as best
he could.

